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TISTRIALLAL BINDS, TERORIST, 
VERHALTEN, ENJOY OUR LAST 
CENTURY ON EARTH @ UNITE 2/12/19 

FDGSghf adhf gif g ADFGHFj ghadf klj ghdh; f agkh 
df kj vhaluihf k; hca; kngfvadhf gbladhlfvkj dfvj kl 
;fdhvsdfkvj FPPSPSKPSTTT 
vfjkljkCRRRRSHHHS FKDHJFJDKS SHHH 
BMMMMMMMMNfj dhdpsldhfkj d 

That is an approximation of the noise music 
played, typically at a show put on by Ben and 
Leif of the Essential Minerals label. The first act 
was Tistriallal Binds. It was a quiet Monday 
night at Unite and we sat or laid on the carpet 
listening to what sounded like planes going over 
us, and gave a clap afterwards. The sounds came 
from equipment on tables with little lights and 
cords going everywhere. It looked complicated. 

It all makes me think of repressed rage but where 
some time, it all gets so complicated that it 
implodes and ends up in a space of freedom. 


Sometimes the girl would scream and sometimes 
she would turn around slowly and scan the 
audience. Robot voice, screaming, girly voice, 
abusive bogan alternation.“Scan environment to 
determine correct response.” “Soc-i-al in-tu-i- 
tion dysf-unctional. Re-quire intoxicants.” What 
else? 



Illustration 1: Verhalten, pics by Marek 


Some strange impromptu vocalist who did not 
seem to really know if she was meant to be there 
or not stood to one side of such a table holding a 
mic, with three friends looking down at the table, 
playing synths, decade old macbook pro and 
strange equipment. It was hard to make out what 
she said. At first she said, “Breathe.” Then she 
yelled some stuff about not wanting to recruit 
anybody, or seduce anybody, and wanting to go 
to the beach. The music itself was quite 
interesting, varying from terror to vaguely dance 
party, and a dog barking sample in the mix. 



Verhalten was a friendly guy from Brooklyn with 
some kind of circuit board mixer board what you 
call it that reminded me of Christmas lights, and 
he had a thing that looked like a tiny, curved 
violin bow. He had a cable plugged into the 
projector doing black and white visualisations. It 
was like, BLUDHFKJDSHFKJ ( equal silence 
) BJHHKHDLLHGKJ (equal silence ) etc. 
for a little bit, to wake you up a bit. Then it came 
together like RHC HSHHHXHCHHXHCHX 
SHCHXCHXC like there were billions of cash 
registers going off. It made you think of the 
harshness of capitalist exchange, the chattering 
chaos of it. The visualisation screen was all 
crackly, too. Then eventually the sound got 
slightly more smooth, then more trumpet-like, 
almost, and the visualisations got more smooth 
and wave-like, blurry static giving way to the 
black and the white becoming more distinct, like 
something like the trumpet for the apocalypse is 
sort of going off and all the hard commerce is 
smoothing out and then sliced up with the sword 
of truth into something both kinder on the soul 
and terrifying, dazzling, unimaginably serious. 
Life isn’t a joke, and everything is really weird. 




The guy and I complimented each other’s sets 
and I gave him a zine. He said he wished he had 
a tape left to give me. I said, “These are cheap to 
print,” and he said something about it not being 
the cost but the time and attention put into 
something. I felt a little bit guilty for pretending 
to give him something cheap. 

As I am listening to myself type, it sounds a bit 
like the cash-register-like sounds. Chaotic 
technology, either way. 

Also, the Terorist set was chaotic. He asked me 
what the general theme was of what I had been 
saying but I couldn’t answer properly. I guess it 
was despondency, repression, disorder and 
escapism (edit: Individualism vs collectivism 
too). The scream vs. “Whoo!” ratio was about, 

3:1 though. The sludge of quiet depression and 
ideological breakdown. I dunno. It’s not the 
easiest music to write about. Also some times I 
was trying to sound like No Doubt but it didn’t 
really fit the music, I just felt like it. ps. It got 
played on NO GUITARS ALLOWED, with 
Verhalten. 

Enjoy Our Last Century On Earth. More 
PSFHJGGHF FKJDSGHKS DHFVKHVH;SHV 
kinda stuff. Two guys, one with a stool instead of 
a table, with something that might not have 
worked. One of the guys was rocking back and 
forth like an intense hardcore singer but you 
couldn’t really hear anything. Political alienation, 
sense of futility, I suppose. 

I wonder if this music is actually terrifying to 
some people, to the general public? Would they 
be scared? I might play this in a car some time. 
Just fucking DROWN OUT EVERYTHING kind 
of music. Playing this back (Terorist) sounds like 
a dungeon of rats, actually. Cool. 

Ended up sitting in the car park and I thought it 
was cool that I had such charming, attractive, 
queer bunch of friends. Gadaffi (edit: al- 
Qaddafi), came up.“He is a fashion icon.” ... “...I 
love Gaddafi”, a member of Terorist said. It is a 
terrible thing to say but it came out of the most 
gentle person who could love just about anybody. 



A bunch of Unite people running the place had 
banter over communism. One had stuck a 
random poster over a foot wide communist 
hammer and sickle chalk drawing, which I had 
stared at changing colours with the strobe light 
before. “Well at least I didn’t rub it off this time! 
Fuck communism, go ask all the people in the 
gulags...” 

I went past the three drunk lefty dudes to borrow 
a book by Erik Fromm that I’d started reading 
while waiting for the show to start. “Hello! 

Would you like to join our political 
conversation?” I stared at the ground for a couple 
of seconds, “Ughdgjh...” ... “...yeah fckj 
communism indeed. I agree with you.” 

Couldn’t decide between Erik Fromm ( The Art of 
Listening ?) and R.D. Laing: The Politics of the 
Family And Other Essays. The drunk anarchist 
sitting on the bench with the bottle of wine 
popped his head in and said, “If you can’t decide, 
I recommend this one.” So I got Laing and 
History of the Makhnovist Movement 1918-1921. 
Terorist took home six pack of Asahi (the rider). 

Frivolous bunch of scattered minds over-serious 
and ground down into minerals nobody knows 
what to do with. 




A LATER UNITE CONNECTION 


MOODY PSYCHOBABBLE 


I ran into one of the guys at the Girrebala 
Gathering. He told me that the anarchist guy 
thinks Unite should kick out all the communists. 
He said he disagrees because something like, the 
left has been so decimated that it’s not a good 
idea. I told him that I read some of the 
Makhnovist book, and that the thing about 
corrupt state power was important to remember 
and we should resist that but also, like, why 
would I trust, and valorise, a bunch of dudes 
running around fighting. The guy enthusiastically 
agreed, saying something more articulate and 
historically specific like, “Haha yeah, these 
dudes running around on horses with rifles., like 
[something something clever and specific 
impersonation]..” I dunno I can be an airhead. 

I ended up giving him my latest zine with the co¬ 
opted Jehovah’s Witness cover. How will they 
feel, knowing that there are millions of tacit 
anticapitalists waiting in the woodwork, in 
schools, hilltops, converted suburban industrial 
warehouses, who are just waiting for the right 
time, and the right message? 

Perhaps they’re waiting for the left to profess the 
grace, humility and personal revolution that is the 
‘apolitical’ core of Christianity, in order to build 
the trust that is the basis of practically working to 
build something, and the left are waiting for 
Christians to make the time to comprehend, 
deeply, how difficult their harsh, imposed rules 
and ignorance has made life for countless people. 
I know people, and I know what’s been going on 
in myself for a long time. 

Forgive me if I don’t have the right words, 
enough grace and faith at right this moment. I get 
anxious sometimes. There’s so much I could say, 
so much personal context to all this. 

You bear similar struggles, similar accusations of 
hypocrisy and imperfection just for being 
somebody who cares to say something. Hard to 
live an examined life, to say, “I choose to be this, 
not this other scary thing that I am capable of, 
and have to defend it” or “I am not any of this, I 
am nothing, what is REAL? And what do I DO?” 


Been in the mood lately where I can appreciate 
that everybody sees the truth in part, that every 
song, every person, is grasping for some kind of 
unity and wholeness, and I actually have the 
privilege of playing a part in all this, picking up 
the pieces, responsive to reality, a story in the 
brokenness of myself and everybody around me. 
Everything means something interesting. Some 
time my head will lower again and I’ll attend to 
mainly the banal facts of life, with the reality of 
brokenness and separation feeling oppressive. 
Everything is actually lame or nothing to do with 
me. And I don’t have much to offer. 

I dunno if I’m bipolar but it seems to be the crux 
of it, charging headfirst into the social, cultural 
chaos and then not finding something satisfying 
to rest in, like a routine without much emotional 
or intellectual demand. Everyone engaged in 
unnecessary angst, drama and folly celebrating 
the overactivtiy they created themselves, little 
stability. Everything I worked hard on is part of 
the swathes of media that the people who are 
suffering will be indifferent to, numb to, unable 
to process - yet, until another inner revolution 
takes place. 

Just letting everything out now, in a big 
investment, in the hope that things might settle in 
a better way and some day I will find security 
and identity. Life will cease to be a routine of 
investment in silliness, and then cringing at the 
silliness, to finding more things to be silly about. 
Wheat vs. chaff, building house on sand vs. the 
rock.. 

So, that is why I’ve been emphasising the 
relatively bland, interpersonal, psychological 
considerations over the exciting stuff lately, for 
the most part. 

Anyhow, I’ll shut up for now. 

CLARIFICATION ON THE ‘ISM’S 

Communism doesn’t seem that different to 
capitalism from many angles, from a vague 
overview and a complacent worker’s vantage 
point. 



It doesn’t seem that bad if it was like, 
communism without the gulags, the political 
prisoners, and shit like that. Is that possible? Or 
other ‘isms’ without the stuff generally agreed to 
be bad? 

Can we all politely decide this, like we’re at a 
table picking from a customisable menu? “I’ll 
take the communism, no cabbages, no KBG” 

“I’ll have a feudalist monarchy, BUT, i’d like the 
peasants to be off the side like anarchists for the 
most part, but able to mix in with the knights and 
aristocracy a bit? And make the king and queen, 
the ugliest, sickest people you can find, so it’s 
like compensation. Also some lesbian knights 
would be good.” “Communism, but everyone has 
a gun, and there’s no military” “Capitalism, like 
the movie Pleasantville, but no time-travelling 
meddlers.” Which ‘basic human’ decides best? 
Divide up parts of the country. You can’t legislate 
good faith and the clarity of grace, though. 




Illustration 3: Dalshe Deystvovat Budem Mi 


Here’s some state sanctioned egalitarian punk for 
you. 

“We want to see further than the window of the 
opposite house 

we want to live, we are tenacious, like cats 
and here we come to state our rights. “Yes!” 

Do you hear the sough of the raincoat? - that is 
us... 

We will continue to act! (x4) 

We were born in cramped apartments of new 
districts, 

we lost our innocence in the fight for love 

the clothes are too tight for us 

the clothes tailored by you for us 

and here we come to say to you that we will 

continue 

we will continue to act!” 


Illustration 2: Dalshe Deystvovat Budem Mi 
screenshot, lens manipulation 

I admire Kino and the relics of socialist 
modernism. What did they do? Stand around in a 
car park looking cool. That’s what we’re 
interested in too. For the time being, I guess. 



Illustration 4: Dalshe Deystvovat Budem Mi 
Communists built that infrastructure. 







BETOOTA ADVOCATE ‘HOW GOOD’S 
AUSTRALIA’ BOOK LAUNCH @ 
OUTPOST BAR 7/12/19 



Illustration 5: Pic by Al 


Say it again, keep saying it. “How Good’s 
Australia?” People might believe it. I had a nice 
time again but it does have that mild sense of 
derangement that internet-based events have. Full 
of people inclined to be at a distance but feel a 
vague sense of inclusion (i.e. me)? Coming to 
these events makes me feel like Errol Parker and 
Clancy Overell is to the middle and upper/ruling 
classes what Paulie Falzoni/Fenech (Fat Pizza, 
Housos) is to my housemates, just about. The 
class bias isn’t all true, though, because their 
reporter reportedly is poor and delivers Uber 
Eats. There is something for everybody to relate 
to. Also, I probably just assume nowadays that 
everyone who doesn’t look like they got half 
their clothes from a bin is middle class. 

They are as witty off-the-cuff as they are writing 
their articles. You can sit and laugh with a bunch 
of other people, at what is mainly (excepting the 
Q&A) recounting of their articles, and then buy a 
book, which is a compilation of their articles. 
Then you can go home and look for some new 
articles, systematically clicking on them so you 
have seven tabs of the ones from the day open. 
They deserve a payout from Zuckerberg, I think, 
because they one of the few reasons I still go on 
facebook. I am thankful all this but partly 
perplexed at my participation in such a dorky 
activity. Like, I do sort of possess the social skills 
to go and socialise with people down the street 
and make my own observations of Australia, but 
would prefer to pay to watch smart journalists do 
it. It’s almost an unhealthy dependence. Nothing 


happening? Read Betoota Advocate, over and 
over again. What more is there? Actual news? 

The sensory assault of a FriendlyJordies video? I 
will go and see the Betoota Advocate editors in 
person. Refrain from squeezing them like 
something real is going to come out, in part 
appreciation and part, “What ARE you? Who are 
you REALLY? ARGHH.” I just love going to 
these fake news events, then remembering it’s the 
same act where they’re rich old guys. Sounds 
kind of desperate. It is. 

Tell me something REAL These guys seem to 
know everything. They understand us plebs, 
right? They seem down to earth. But what’s 
actually going on way over there, behind the 
appearances? Is there some kind of corporate 
hierarchy behind this public image, I wonder, 
where grasping at the bottom there are people 
like me sending shitty, half-finished article drafts 
via the contact button, and then up the bottom 
rung, a mass of miserable, anonymous writers 
who send up the dismal facts of their lives, 
processed into morsels for people like Malcolm 
Turnbull to devour? Where is Wendell Hussey, 
Louis Burke, Tracey Bendinger, Jamie Hottake, 
and the rest? I know, Saturday night is a busy 
time for Uber Eats. Do they show off their wit at 
elite dinner parties, along with the editors? Do 
they get to talk at these fancy events, get 
applauded by the fans? Evidently not. Watch out 
for them, especially Jamie Hottake, who takes 
umbrage at the fact that it’s well-educated, white, 
(presumably) straight, sports fan boys who laugh 
the hardest (...heartiest, hardiest?), and is plotting 
some kind of hot take. 

Maybe the ruling/upper class (whoever, wherever 
the precisely are) don’t read news to rationally, 
compassionately respond to the issues of the day 
and soberly assess their own lives. They want to 
laugh at us. At people like me. And at 
themselves, because they have the liberty to take 
nothing seriously. I laugh half-cringingly with the 
crowd, before my Ecclesiastical mind weighs in, 
“The laughter of fools is like the crackling of 
thorns burning under a pot.” We’re all gonna 
burn for this. Nah, I shouldn’t write that. But I 
did. I am the lowliest clown, I am the real joke. 
But nothing in the world is really funny lately. 



All this was coagulating in my mind and I felt 
shaky, despite the fast walk from Kent Street to 
Brunswick St Mall and around the corner to the 
actual entrance, deep yoga breathing sitting on 
the empty ground outside of the new Festival 
Hall. Too much energy drink (specifically, 

Thumb Up brand from the Indian grocers), 
ginseng, tea and methylphenidate. Didn’t know 
what was real and what not (what felt real). Are 
they my friends? My comrades? Countrymen? 
They didn’t respond my psychologically fragile 
attempt at comedy on the internet. Am I insane? 
Are my motives pure? Am I wanting to, and able 
to connect with them as real people or, am I a 
consumer? Am I a social climbing class traitor? 
What about a ruthless fact-extractor? What if 
their PR team advises them not to speak much to 
blabbering girls like me, and it’s all just a sham, 
and I’ll never know what they really think? Why 
does any of this matter ? I’ve just spent all day 
finishing a zine for this self-imposed date, in 
time to give to them. What a dork I am. And a 
fool for being so vulnerable. Have I just fucked 
my head with stimulants again? Most likely 
explanation. 

Anyhow, get into the venue all sweaty, black 
baggy shirt and filthy tote bag, greeted cordially 
by the doorman and entered what was like a sea 
of grey hair, Wallace Bishop and beige. I lean 
into a seat at the back, proximity to the bar, good 
view of the room, and listen to the music. They 
had an aboriginal song about the true country, 
which was good. They recounted a bunch of 
articles & described the book, and there was a 
Q&A and someone maybe asked if they’d get 
into politics and I think they said, they have more 
power in journalism? Also Errol suggested 
someone might pop Trump’s top off, shooting 
himself with his finger to demonstrate what he 
meant. That was cool. I was on to my fourth beer 
(three from a Cass six pack hidden in my bag, 
poured into a glass secretly), to try to ease the 
nerves, to be normal, but kept shifting around. 
When I had my chance, (the only girl who took 
one, might I say), Valley girl thick makeup 
giving me brash confidence and semi-anonymity, 
I put my hand straight up in the air, first casually 
stretching and then waving affectedly. “You?” 
They said. Me? I stood up, paused, for too long, 
looking through my notebook. “Sry I’mjst Iking 
for thething..” I said in between grinding my 


teeth. “Pardon me?” Said Clancy, politely. I 
skolled the beer, burped and then launched into a 
Joker-inspired tirade, glancing all round the 
audience all shifty-eyed. “You know who decides 
what’s funneh? You guys! But it’s not funneh! 

Do you know what life’s like out there ? How 
often do you live outside the computer screen, 
the office, these sterilised, insulated events? You 
never saw this coming. That’s because you don’t 
understand shit is real! Fuck youse all...” And 
sprayed myself in the mouth with a miniature 
water pistol repeatedly. Almost choked. Some 
people stood up to flee, some gentle ladies leaned 
over to ask me if I felt I needed to be taken 
somewhere. The bouncers were eyeing me. I sat 
down. “Free speech..” I muttered. I would have 
been kicked out had the ABC journalist mediator 
Pip Courtney not announced the end of the 
session, and everyone got up. 

I walked to the toilet, evading bouncers and wary 
looks, and brushed my hair and stuff. Poured 
more beer. Waited until near the end to join the 
line to the book signing table. Clancy and Errol 
actually seemed completely unperturbed by my 
behaviour, like the stoic country gentlemen and 
objective journalists they are. They actually 
remembered me too and thanked me for the 
zines. “You’re probably right,” said Errol. Clancy 
said, “I write very serious articles. I do my best 
treading the line between seriousness and mass 
appeal.” See, they wanted to be normal 
journalists but Errol got laid off by the Canberra 
Times and I dunno about Clancy but times are 
tough for all us millennial writers. Especially if 
you live in Sydney. 

I’m well aware that I’ve taken this class joke too 
far, they are just normal people. Most of the 
photos of them with politicians are probably 
from when they just walked up to them. You 
could do that too. Everyone’s just a person. And 
it’s to their merit that they can talk to anybody 
across the political spectrum (tho, it might be 
normal for people of their class, for all I know - 
maybe it’d be amazing if you did it, the least 
likely to?). 

I like to think I am above being a fangirl of 
anything. I was there for, uh, serious cultural 
exchange. 



Did get a couple of photos taken on a drunken 
whim, thanks to a guy called A1 who I met in the 
line. There is a whole line of people so it’s like 
kind of rushed. At least I sort of showed gratitude 
to Clancy Overell for being the main guy calling 
out the current government. 


How did you pass the time just before the 
Betoota Advocate ? 

What did you think of the Cross Wires I gave 
you? 


When asked in an ABC interview how they avoid What did you used to write about before 
being made into what they take the piss out of, Betoota? 

Errol said, “As long as the person staring back at 

you in the mirror is a joke, it makes it easier.” Both pics by A1 :) 

You’re not a joke, Errol. 

I’m actually in awe of what they might be 
capable of. The real anger’s probably repressed 
and hidden behind a friendly image. It just leaks 
out in the articles a bit. Or maybe they’re just 
pretty relaxed underneath? That’s probably true 
too. Who knows? 

I’m a joke too, actually. “He who loses his life 
will find it.” I should think about how I’m a joke 
more. Maybe I’d be less anxious. Good advice, 
honestly. 

Since Errol was under the impression I had 
interviewed him at the Triffid two years ago, but 
I don’t think it was really a proper interview, here 
are questions I would actually ask. Maybe they 
will answer some of them, if they have time. 

Do you ever publish an article and think, “Wow, 
am I a bitch?” I do 

Do the subjects of some articles get awkward 
around you, like from politicians to dudes 
wearing ‘shin-swingers’? 

Is it hard to do normal things without being 
recognised? 

What is your favourite kind of car? 

Do you like horses? 

Did you get lonely growing up in the country? 

What was school like? 

When did you decide to be a journalist? 

What’s a typical day or weekend for you? 







GIRREBALA GATHERING + RETURN OF 
THE LICK @ BACKBONE/EAST 
BRISBANE BOWLS CLUB 7/12 

After, I drank Red Bull out back of Rics with A1 
who I met in the line, and then went off to a rock 
show. But it turned out that there was an 
Indigenous rapper (not sure who) and a bunch of 
kids sprawled out on the floor instead. Where are 
all my friends? Did I get the dates mixed up? It 
was cool, though. It was a fundraiser to Save 
Deebing Creek. The rapper had his kids, a boy 
and a girl who looked about 7, to do back up 
vocals. “Life is full of choices,” he said, and then 
he’d list choices like, “Celebrate Australia day?” 
and they’d say, “No!” or, “Yes!” Live parenting, 
as Glen put it. It makes me think how fucked and 
age segregated anglo culture is here - fickle 
cultural formations. Even the way a kid and this 
girl sitting on the ground drawing pictures 
(which looked sick, by the way) squealed and 
hugged, bodies looking all relaxed, all sincere, is 
something you don’t see much. It was one of the 
kid’s birthdays too, and they sung, “For he’s an 
aboriginal” instead of “He’s a jolly good fellow.” 
It was a great show of strength and pride. 



Illustration 6: The Lord sayeth 


Turned out that the rock dog show was still 
happening. DAGZ first. Solid band, flat crowd. 
Three different people had a go on vocals, 


including Tess <3 Tough skate punk. They’re 
REALLY cool, but they’re called Dagz. 

En Kernaghan Band. Hare krishna flavoured 
punk/psych music with a Pussy Galore cover 
thrown in. They’re a good bunch of boys. It’s 
funny how Ethan has these wholesome but 
spaced out quasi-religious lyrics and then jump 
into Cunt Tease. The one that goes, “Think 
you’re really something, think you’re really 
special... For what I do to you, I should burn in 
hell.” “Nothin’ but a cunt tease.” And it fits their 
music style. Importantly, the disconnect between 
the perceived character of the musicians and the 
content of the lyrics makes it funny and fun, even 
tho there’s no girl in the band to yell the “FUCK 
YOU!” parts. Doesn’t offend me cause no cunt 
tease getting near me. Ethan has this weird, 
charismatic, Cramps-inspired vocal style, like 
he’s tied everything into a oneness, reached a 
level of precocious maturity in his insanity. 

BIN LICKER. Return of the lick. Just as I 
remember them. Summer in a puffy dress, 

Declan in a gold gimp mask. Mitchell with his 
back to the audience, this time. I’m glad my 
criticisms of them didn’t drive them away. This 
is, still, gnarly, dirty, muscly music, dark, groovy 
tunez which my hyper-caffeinated brain ate right 
up and actually, I moved a little bit more than I 
have in a long time. I still stand by what I wrote 
before, this is all just band stuff. I find myself 
wondering what they could collectively do 
outside this stuff. Bin Licker gives me the feeling 
of something historically significant. It’s like 
they’re right at the bottom where the revolution 
(the sane/insane break) happens, or something, 
but they’ve clearly still got threads of sanity and 
technical competence. Think I just say this 
because they’re weird but totally sane in their 
weirdness through their friendship, and beyond 
over-investment in the idea of a ‘scene’ or music 
hierarchy. 

Gonna publish some stuff they sent me in next 
edition, maybe with a download code for a new 
song! 

And also, Mitch’s handmade Bin Licker wooden 
spoons might make an appearance. 


FANTASY PLANET HOUSE SHOW 6/12/19 

Down the road house show. Housemate listening 
to Slim Shady heaps and dressing like him. 
Extended pointless negotiations over two big 
Asahi cans we got from the Terorist show vs. 4 
pack of Royal Dutch, split between 3 ppl. 

First, the line to put beers in the fridge. Casual 
chatting. People seem quite drunk. Then finding 
a spot outside to sit, to not get ears blasted. 
Concrete with nice view of dark garden, trees 
and stars, with some dried weeds to pick at while 
staring off to the side. 

Still Propellers, Mystic Fire, Mr Rhee, Spitwash. 
Tom (set I missed, played bang on time, at 7) 
Passionate, poetic, angry guitar. Jazz-noise- 
metal. Two drum sets. Some feedback sounds 
like a fire alarm is going off. Spitwash sounding 
like At the Drive-in cross No Doubt, song 
already stuck in my head. Interesting, chaotic 
music, nice chats in the yard. 

I hope Isobel can handle the fame and frenzy of 
being in a popular Brisbane band :-) This was her 
first show she played and look at her! Amazing. 



Illustration 7: Pic by Marek, cropped by 
me 


SPEAKING ‘TRUTHLESSNESS’ TO 
POWER 

AND TRUTH TO POWERLESSNESS PT 1 

Ok back to srs stuff. 

“There is no truth,” announced Terry, a first year 
Cultural Perspectives tutor. I said that there is 
truth, because scientific method, predictive utility 
of facts and stuff. You may’s well say there is 
truth. She meant social truth, though. How are 
we meant to see people? 

There is a Betoota Advocate interview where 
Errol said, “The purpose is to pretty much make 
the line between what’s real and what’s not even 
blurrier.” (Medium, Meet The Hoaxers). I 
thought, why would you want to do that? What 
effect would that have on society? 

That news site isn’t the first thing that has 
perplexed me. I tried to become a social worker, 
once upon a time, and failed a fundamental test. 
The one thing I didn’t know was that I wasn’t 
supposed to think I knew anything about anyone. 
I mean I knew, on some level, but there seemed 
to be so many contradictions and hypocrisies 
around me that I didn’t know what I was 
accountable for. 

The assessment was a simulation of a structured 
interview with a vulnerable social work client, 
but students took turns playing the client and the 
social worker, with a short description of the 
theoretical client (gender, age, depressing social 
and economic problems) as a guideline for the 
situation acted out. To add to the stress, there 
were cameras recording, time constraints, and the 
random intrusion of supervisors of uncertain 
rapport. 

What perplexed me was a combination of 
thinking, “What does this student know about a 
person in this situation, and how they would 
likely act?” and also, “How can I summon the 
concentration and genuine concern, knowing this 
isn’t real?” “How can I simultaneously follow the 
specific instructions to tick the boxes, and not act 
rushed and inauthentic?” “How can you assess 
the ‘truth’ of somebody’s social competence if 
there is no ‘truth’ in this multicultural, 
egalitarian, diversity-championing profession?” 










“How am I expected to know how to simulate 
helping a person in the proper professional 
capacity, without the knowledge of specific 
resources and demographics?” “These people 
seem like such politically complacent 
professionals, do they not feel anything? Any 
anger, any compulsion to discuss the political 
context? Do they know how real this shit is for 
me at the moment? They’re so calm and like, 
ignorant of me and my friends. Aren’t they 
supposed to know me? About my situation and 
my condition? They expect me to read their 
damn minds, just tell me what to do to pass! I 
need a job!” and, “What is this, conditioning for 
a surveillance state?” 

Regardless of how much you could take those 
questions as evidence that the context itself is 
flawed (it is, of course, what’s not fucked about 
the whole thing? Nobody would need a social 
worker, ideally), it helped me realise some things 
about responsibility and equality. 

The assessment was for how I interact with one 
person and hold myself in the midst of chaos. In 
a way it was a test for what I have figured (after 
much reflection) to be a fundamentally (bear 
with me for a split second) biblical way of 
relating. The person you see in front of you isn’t 
what you ‘know’ about case descriptions like 
theirs, isn’t the things they tell you in five 
minutes, or any of that. They are firstly, just a 
person, who you know next to nothing about, 
who you have a serious reason for paying 
attention to right now, but are not overall 
supposed to be responsible for. It doesn’t matter 
if the situation isn’t ‘real’. You be real. It’s your 
heart/motives/self-knowledge you’re looking 
after, first, then you can see clearly to ask the 
right questions for them to help themselves. 


drawing from a back-catalogue of theoretical 
solutions, casting blame, thinking through your 
own purposes. I mean you can pull it off, charm 
people here and there, say some useful things, 
find a bit of camaraderie with the like-minded 
but it’s not really feasible to be ‘someone who 
knows’ for long. 

’People who know’ are the ideologues, the 
exploiters, the exploited, the un-manipulable, the 
manipulated, the people who seem quietly 
superior, or the people who put themselves in 
positions. Creepy power/vibes get communicated 
through them. I was afraid of ‘people who 
know’, or, ‘people supposed to know’. They must 
‘know’ what I ‘know’, and scarily even more, or 
stupidly less than what they ‘should’ know. The 
more you seem to know, or are ‘supposed’ to 
think you know, the more time I ‘should’ spend 
getting to know you, on my own terms, or 
straight-up avoid you. I didn’t ‘know’ these 
social workers, so I clung to my own ‘truth’ (It’s 
not that I ‘should’ have been a ‘proper student’ or 
‘proper client’, I didn’t ‘have’ to do anything. 

This is just how things happened.) 



Illustration 8: Was I not idealistic enough? 


As the anti-oppressive social worker, you’re Thought they might pick apart my social 
responsible to not let any of your shit effect their clumsiness (my sins, I could say), which I ‘knew’ 
shit, so you can actually be with them and calmly about, or ‘knew’ to agree to formally attribute to 
listen. You don’t know them, you barely even a psychiatric condition in order to gain special 

know yourself, and what might come up in the consideration in an ‘inclusive’, institutional, PC 

conversation. You are talking to them, opening context, which I ‘knew’ they would ‘know’ they 
up possibilities, preferably not sitting there with a ‘should’ comply with. Thought they might betray 
strained brain - and body, self-consciously some kind of ‘truth’ that my ‘condition’ is 

controlling posture etc. - projecting, branching in traceable to social and emotional causes that I 
every direction criticising this or that, mentally was not ready to confront. Or, they would simply 

google searching, making quick associations, j ust tell me what I ‘know’ my own flaws are as if 








just to rub it in that I have a psychiatric 
condition. I ‘knew’ they might do this and I don’t 
‘know’ if I can tolerate it. I don’t ‘know’ if I can 
control myself by ‘trying harder’ like I ‘knew’ 
they wanted. What I ‘knew’ got in the way of the 
truth of what relating to another person is, and 
understanding as much as I could in the moment 
by paying attention, and learning about myself. 

I felt they would use their ‘knowledge’ to signify 
dominance over me. The contradiction was 
grating in an explicitly egalitarian, anti- 
oppressive, highly regulated profession. Thought 
I should be hyper-sensitive to status and 
challenge their ‘knowledge’ and their ‘authority’ 
by talking a lot, by wearing particular clothes, by 
reading extensively, bringing up personal 
problems in public and confronting them with 
contradictions as they confront me with theirs. 
(“See, I ‘know’ like you! I am ‘equal’ to you! It’s 
all a sham, this ‘authority’ thing. Don’t ‘we’ 
‘know’ that, as people who take initiative in 
public? Look, it’s nothing personal if I come 
across as an arsehole. You’re entitled to your 
feelings, I to mine. There is no ‘truth’ after all, 
aside from what we use as a cover-story for our 
own well-intended machinations. Who would 
dare get down to the most fundamental level of 
existence, of the human soul? Can you even do 
that? Why would you try? :D ”) 

This was, I rationalised, a kind of collaboration 
and healthy public discourse. My conception of 
equality was that as I was equally entitled to talk 
as anybody else, I would take the initiative to do 
it, at whatever audience I would find. Some 
people would agree with me. I would listen too, 
but there was also the secret, guilty belief that 
everyone should be ‘engaged’ like me, mind 
generally somewhere else. I was ‘responsible’ for 
the ‘collective’. Others in the system don’t ‘pull 
their weight’ in the counter-oppressive project. 
They get paid for what they do, too. Maybe they 
even get to enjoy banal, individualistic activities, 
not just binge drinking with imagined comrades. 

To project confidence, thoughtfulness, politeness, 
more-or-less correct body language (like stiff 
people taught you) isn’t enough. It’s more subtle. 
Any chip on your shoulder, any pride, any 
shame, is likely to be noticed by the most 
vulnerable or cause you to burn out and give up. 


That’s if you just try to ‘power through’ with 
concealment, without trusting anybody enough to 
talk about your own problems. I was operating 
under self-condemnation, constantly calibrating 
behaviour, self criticising in preparation for 
possible judgement. 

I’m ashamed to admit that I let the context of the 
unjust hierarchy, my sensitivities and suspicions 
about everybody around me impact my ability to 
relate in an egalitarian way, for like five minutes, 
in a fake conversation. I say this as somebody 
who thought I had more well-articulated views 
about egalitarianism, coming from an arts degree, 
being a little derro and associating with activists 
and counter-culture. I was thinking about these 
things, all the while letting things like, the 
supervisor’s gaze, fear of surveillance, and 
imposed time constraints effect my body and 
ability to concentrate, which would in turn, effect 
a vulnerable client. This is passing on power 
from elsewhere on to the present moment, being 
imposed upon and in turn letting yourself impose 
on others. 

Also, I was on a high dose of stimulants, no-doz 
and a bit of Robitussin to try to ‘power through’ 
the task requirements without thinking about the 
gripes I had with the system. And to make me 
smarter. HAH A. 

I used stimulants and a lot of coffee to get 
through my arts degree too, which was a lot more 
forgiving of my thought style. The content of an 
arts degree is challenging, in a different way, and 
has more of an effect of destabilising a student’s 
relationship with the society of their upbringing. 
“Knowledge is power,” and knowledge is 
potentially emotionally violent, in either case. It 
can conceal, it can reveal prematurely, it judges, 
it manipulates. It presumes that you ‘are’ 
something, and that means you will be related to 
in a certain way. I should probably reference 
Foucault or something but I haven’t actually read 
his works properly. 

There is knowledge that you can have ‘about 
somebody’ that is true or likely to an extent, as in 
having predictive utility. That knowledge is 
crucial in social work practice and in all goal- 
driven communication. The crucial distinction 
between that ‘knowledge’/’truth’ and social truth 



(the anti-truth, anti-knowledge?dghghdjdg?!) is 
that that knowledge is not the lens through which 
you see/distort the other person in the 
conversation, because you don’t really know if it 
applies to them. And if you think this little piece 
of truth, of knowledge, might help them, you 
have to make sure they know that you keep 
seeing them, and not everything to do with this 
external fact you have in mind. You’re still 
concentrating on their problem, and making it 
clear (with direct evidence) to them that you have 
a working, nonjudgmental understanding of what 
they have said. 

The client may know, unconsciously, that 
everybody has a ‘truth’ or ‘knowledge’ to impose 
on them, that is the result of their idiosyncrasies, 
their upbringings, their own problems, their 
agendas and so on. Knowledge and ‘truth’ is not 
always relevant to the fundamental truth of the 
situation - of your immediate relationship 
between yourself and the other person. 

The truth of a situation may be, however, that 
you simply don’t want to talk to someone, or 
don’t want to be a social worker. That’s okay. 

What I would call truth is authenticity of relating. 
It’s timing, attentiveness, wisdom, and the 
narrowing down of facts and knowledge to what 
is strictly relevant to the situation. How are you 
going? How’s the other person going? Is there 
anything getting in the way of my being 
psychologically present? Do I have something to 
offer, can I spare any time while maintaining my 
sanity? 

For instance, right now I am tired. I am 
considering whether I should leave the computer. 
I mean, I am not that tired by ordinary worker’s 
standards, but I can sense that I am tired enough 
to impact the quality of my concentration. The 
least I can do is privately avoid doing this or 
explain to you that I may not be at my sharpest. 

Is this okay? Well, at least I can revise what I 
have written. Perhaps I can focus on compiling 
my references. Watching and thinking. 

Compiling references is not usually my style. I 
didn’t like it at school. It was social authenticity I 
was after. 


Schooling is exerting it’s power through my 
body, still. Schooling and internet socialisation. 
You write, you power through. You learn about 
things and people as a uniformed subject, not 
through things. Is that ‘true’? What would you 
know? Couldn’t have written this without it. 

I think I will get up and do something. I feel 
there is some urgency to write this, but I may be 
more efficient if I rest. 

Anyhow, for next time, what of large-scale 
communication? What of journalists, academics, 
politicians, artists, fashion designers, activists, 
pastors and so on? Wielding power in the public 
realm - and you’re always wielding power, just 
by being seen or conceptualised - is generally a 
messier affair (even if you can detach from the 
consequences, generally). 

Is there a ‘big truth’ or a ‘capital T ‘Truth’ “ as 
somebody put it? Should there, in the public 
realm, be no ‘truth’ or ‘social reality’ determining 
social relations? Disrupt everything till nobody 
knows what to do or think? In what way do you 
represent fundamental social decency, with the 
least amount of distortion? the 

THE END xox 








